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wedded to the Lord of gopis. I have no other Lord; and I
do not care whether you are pleased or wroth with me/'1
His patron goswSmi once treated him with discourtesy.
The irate poet declined to go to him, shut the door in his
face, and broke the rosary which he wore as a mark of
discipleship. On another occasion, he insisted on having
a seat as high as the goswaml's. Once he abused the
goswaml of Kankroli who used his spiritual role to cover
a multitude of sins.
Dayarama had not the making of a helpless gopl in him,
nor the humility and self-surrender of a bhakta. The efforts
of a prudish generation to conceal his foibles have failed.
Dayarama was human, all too human. His sex instinct was
powerful; he loved women for what they were and for what
they could give him; and he could not relinquish himself
to the pure bhakti which while it abhorred women in life
lingered long and fondly over the imaginary amours of
Radha and Krshna. He could not be the bride of an ima-
ginary Krshna; he sought delight in admiring women as
they sang the garba or bathed in the river. Some of his fair
admirers were drawn from the highest society.
He loved Ratanabai, the widow of a goldsmith, and
openly lived with her for thirty years. He did not look upon
her as a curse, for he loved life well. He wondered how
Ratana, a goldsmith's widow, and he, a Brahmana, came to
be bound by such an indissoluble bond; and he attributed
the relation to their being husband and wife in their
past life—a Tarangaloti feeling in actual life. He flung
respectability and conventions away, and besought a
goswaml's blessing on them both, eliciting the promise that
they would meet again as husband and wife in a subse-
quent life a hundred years later. He loved Ratana passiona-
tely, and, for a man of his temperament, steadfastly. Once
he drove her out of his house, but Ratana's devotion knew
no bounds and she came back and served him loyally.
Dayarama, the orthodox Brahmana, cooked for both, and
both took their meals together.

